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art to be done. 

JOE HASKELL, "plumb full u( g'ngrr and a good looker." standing high In 
the favor of Mr. Wheeler. 

ROBERT WHALEN. "SHRIMP" DWYER and their friend "BILL," all enter¬ 
prising bul none conscientious. 

BILL PANKY, whose alls* is LMJ Jim Hendricks. 


MISS GERTRUDE LUCRETIA WHEELER—Courted by numerous your, 
frontiersmen, but showing a preference for one. 

MR. TUBS WHEELER, her father; a prosperous ianJ owner and perfe.ll 
willing to add to his worldly possessions. 

"SPUD" WALLIS, who is deeply Interested n Gertie and h;s some nl tn 
characteristics most in favor with her father. 


maybe—through my old ridge—and 
I here's another right of way. pAour— 
count 'em - four!" 

"Jo-vr, Mr Wheeler, you suhtenly 
are a wondah!" Spud drawled. "And 
you want uertle to have a man that 'll 
cipher out plnya like that? What's 
the matter with that carT" he In¬ 
quired aa the automobile started, thi n 
stopi>ed again. 

"fcost something, I guess—see ’em 


.1 matter of yearn Mil the river gnaw* 
the hank away? No, slr-c. : Th- 
Dona Ann Ditch'll go through the hill 
bark of my house, ami the- good road 
will go over iny 1 hill—that" what. 
And they'll pay little old Tuba 
Wheeler u good big price foi a right 
of way. "Maybe the rullrou.l 'll have 
to move, loo. Koine time. And when 
Mr IIIk Ohl He-DItcll contra here. Mr. 
Ditch 'll make a big cut - or u tunnel. 


/ / ¥ st'prosu when that good 
road gets through It) III* 
^ dam, the rats'll la! thilker'n 
flics.' said the young inan 
disconsolately. 

Wheeler chuckled "Do you think 
they'll but hi that good road down 
there, where there's no room, ami only 


[ ward, nt right angles, and presently 
i swerved to the southeast, leaving be- 
~4 hind It a perpendicular bank thirty 
feel high and half a mile long. 

It •wi some eighty yards from Mr. 
Wheeler's feel to the precipice, and In 
tbose scanty yards s single track rail¬ 
road. the wagon-road and the big 
Dona Ana Mother-Ditch crowded, fol¬ 
lowing llte river's curve 

Knr down the narrow highroad a 
shod hoof rang on a stone A string 
of horses swung Jauntily Into -ught. A 
. tall horseman lolled easily lu his snd- 
h ) die 

"Humph! That fool. Spud Wallis! 

Wheeler sniffed. 

The fool. Spud Wallis, drew re,n 
before Hie store He was a tall, raw 
boned, broad-shouldered man with a 
burry-brown face and twinkling blur 

eyes. 

"Know where thv Tutnble-T wagon 
Is?" asked SpuJ. 

"Left this morning f»r Point 
o' Koch"." said Mr. Wheeler shortly. 

Mr Wallis rolled his eye at tile 
sun "I can _t< irapln along up there 
this evenin' After dinner." he added 
pointedly. 

Mr. Tubs Wheeler S|«ik. accus¬ 
ingly: "Now, >oung man. you Just 
natchelly in. sey right along out of 
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j .loan the food nil. stooped 

o> iwl's CO nee.'' , 

Itm Wallis ila enmity considered 
eotinriy beyond ilie river. 

e how the river makes a tilg ox- 
Tv ip opp'ialte here?" he mueed. 

" like Hie roads and ditches 

• me In together and build a 

v it, slant-wise, where the river 

l.« .Ills way nnd turn It right 

that neck of land—maybe dig¬ 
ging out some for a starter—and leave 
till* place all safe and hunky, a mile 
out of dungur and lots of room. It 
ought to lie cheaper Only one patch 
of land to buy. and that all grown up 
to lomllln and cot tun wood saplings." 

Wheeler's Jnw fell. "Cracky, they 
coiilj do that!'* hs exclklmod. "That 
ground, now—U belongs to old Pablo 
Montoyas boy. Mil Just go* over 
thsre and buy II to-morrow—then I'll 
bo f|aed. cither way. Well. I'm sura 
obliged to you. Spud." 

"Oh. that's all right," snhl Spud 
generously "I.st's go and aee what's 
lo*' 

T .IK stranger* met them at tho 
i ir. One was a middle-aged 
man of slight build and savoro 
hut prosperous appearance, 
with n panama hat. gold-rimmed oye- 
gt as sea and close-dipped and grlx- 
■Ird mustache. He wore a duster and 
tong black driving gauntlets. The 
other was a much younger man His 
■UIwurt six feet wero nrrayed In 
white flannel. Ills shirt-sleeves were 
rolled up. his collar turned In Ills 
face wan smooth shaven: he had wide, 
honest brown eyes under heavy 
brows; his mouth waa small, red and 
well shaped Curly chestnut hair 
showed under Ills careless cap: his 
hands wero soft, white, plump und 
perfectly cared for. 

'•I beg your purdo i. gentlemen." he 
said. "I have lost a very valuable dia¬ 
mond ring. Could we get you to Iwlp 
us look for It?'' 

•'Wo Will pay you wall Tor your 
time." prompted the older man. 

“Of course—certainly," said the 
young fellow, smiling pleasantly. 

"Whether we find It or not." udded 
the other. 

“Oh. but I sny. old chap, we must 
find It. I can't afford to lose that 
ring, really.' 1 

''You Bland to lose enough to buy 
you a box Tull of pretty rings If wo 
don't g<d to Orln.lstone lo-nlght." said 
the little man. 

"Sure we'll help you." said Wheeler. 
“Do you know where you had It Inst?" 

"Oh. yes." said til# youth, leading 
the way "It I* somewhere between 
here and where we tinkered up tho 
machine I took It off and laid It on 
the running-board— oil tills side. Oh. 
wo'ie sore lo Ond It." 

"I hope so. Hubert." said Ills com¬ 
panion. “For wo can't stay here 
long. I d rather tiny you another 
ring." 

•'ll Isn't »o much the value of It. 
Mr, IIwyei -lhough It rost n pretty 
penny, I Ik Hove." «ahl Hubert "Hat 
— It WHS poor Old dad's " 

"Oh!" said Dwyer. ins* brusquely 
“In that ease, \v 'll day till the Insl 
possible momi nt " S ling the npml 
through Ills gloved linger*. In looked 
tip at Wheeler _ “You w e we have to 
meet a parly at Grindstone lo sign 
up an Impnii.itu mining proposition 
II" comes mi the fell) (rsln nnd tve 
have la he then' I’hew ! lint Ifs hell" 
"It's going lo lie some job,'' sold 
Wallis “There's a he ip of sand. 
Ixiolt now—I gut a mount of Iniro.i up 
here, squandering oil over the coun¬ 
try. I'll round Ym up und put 'em lit 
the pen h* foie they sleny o|f 

I'll he right hoik Ant wagon Hull 
comes alone, vu tv ant to itiakc 'em 
drive on the olI’m - de ol I te road 
Me did not conte hack at all 
"Reckon Hiunc of his horses quit 
him." said W'hcolri wiping his drip¬ 
ping brow. 

B l’T half tin hour after Spud's 
departure loo Haskell rode 
down from Ids farm. In the 
corral he found Spud's mount, 
and on the porch he found Spud him- 
aelf In Joyous conference with Miss 
tiertla Wheeler. 

Joe glowered from flu step 
"Weill You two seem lo ho en¬ 
joying yourselves," he said. 

"Yea—don't we? It's right cool and 
pleasant here." said Spud. His eye 
wandered to the busy scene down the 
road. 

"Whot's up?" said Haskell, follow. 
Ing Spud s gone. "Lost something?' 

Spud explained. 

Joe sniffed: his bluok eyes snapped. 
"I'm going to hunt fur that ring," he 
declared, and stalked down tho 
sunken rood to Join the search party. 

“Now. there's a nice hoy.” said Spud, 
admiringly. 'T’lumh full of ginger, 
Hood looker, too. And thrifty—m»! 
DM you notice, Gertie, he didn't even 
sny good morning to you? Some way 
he didn't seetn right pleased. 

After much searching Joe marched 
hack. Spud halted him cheerfully. 
"Find It. Joe? - ' 

Joe shot him n triumphant look 
•■No, but you sure missed out. uld- 
tuncr. They paid us #10 ..piece. I'm 
going to 'lope down to Wllllt's and 
have a screen sent up lo run the sand 

through.” 

lie strode on to the corral. 

"ttpud Wallis," said Gertie, as soon 
as Jon was out of car shot, "you're 
bolding out something. I know you 


like a book. You're up to some devil¬ 
ment," 

"aertrude Lueretia," said Spud. 
"I'd scorn lo deceive you. I am." 

Joe whisked around the corner on 
a fnt and fiery black. 

He was u crack horseman, nnd not 
averse lo proving It. Nearing the ear 
tha hnrac snorted, shied, and stopped, 
all a-qulver. 

Joe piled whip and spui One plunge 
—two—at the third, horse and man 
went over the thirty-foot bank Into 
the Uto Grande. The sound of a ter¬ 
rific splash rose to the silent porch. 

tlertle gasped. 

Spud smote Ills knee In vexation. 
“There!" he said, "I told him this 
morning not to do that!” 

"Hpuil! He'll bn killed!" \ 

Tilm? No! The water's deep un¬ 
der the bluff. We might go look." 
He picked up Joe's hat ns they raced 
to the bank. "Wish t could ride like 
thst." sold Spud. 

They were in mid-stream swim¬ 
ming strongly. Joe clung to the 
horse's tail and ncted a» rudder. 


/ d EATS all where that Joe 
Haskell In." grumbled 
Wheeler. “Maybe he went 
over the ridge. That's It 
—couldn't make his horse go by your 
ear, I reckon." 

Mr. Dwyer snapped his watch deci¬ 
sively. "Robert," he said, "we can't 
wait here any longer. Mr Wheeler 
will doubtlein find your ring. He can 
wire you at Grindstone when he dues." 

"I suppose so." said Robert reluct¬ 
antly. "Mr. Wheeler, 1 shall depend 
on you and your friend to keep up 
the search. 1 have decided to dcublo 
timt reward—make It «n even thou¬ 
sand. That Is nbout all the ring Is 
worth: but 1 wouldn't lose It for twice 


"Oone to Wlllet's, after a screen." 

"Haw'd be go—over the ridge?" 

"He went down tho river.” 

"What?" 

Spud explained an.1 Wheeler's bud 
humor illsuppenied In laughter. 

“Well, that's a good one. We'll 
hav« tn tell that to tho strangers. 
You might on well slay to dinner. 
Spud." 

"No," said Spud. "I'm feeling bad. 
If you'll leave me put my horses In 
your posture. I'll go up to Rincon on 
the passenger and see the doc. Oh, 
say, Mr. Wheeler. If I moke good us 
a luialnc.a* man-better than Joe. nay 
— Or os good as you—you'll luivu no 
further obJrcUon to me as a son-In¬ 
law. would you?' 

"Now. spud Wallis. doo.t you peg- 
tor mo"- 

"That's a bargain, then. If I can 
outdo you and Joe"- 

"Drat you. yes—and welcome. Let's 
go tell tho gentleman about Jdfe sad 
his horse." 

The gentlemen wore greatly amused 

"He'll get well paid fur IL at least." 
said Robert. "A thousand If you find 
the ring—a hundred upicco anyhow— 
that’s the bargain. Here's my card. 
Wire me at the hotel at Grindstone. 
Goodby," 

They climbed Into the car and 
whirled gayly away. 


M R. WHEELER puffed into Ills 
Inclosed courtyard, with an 
exultant whoop. 

"You. Spud! Wo found 
It!" he shrilled Jubilantly. 

Spud appeared nt tho corral gale. 
"Got the ring, ch? That's good. 
Who found it—you or Joe?” 

"Neither one Feller came along 
the 1-nek trumpin'. He auk'll us 
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UNHEEDING. THE ASSASSIN RODE CL08E TO THE BODY AND 
DELIBERATELY FIRED AGAIN. 


Hint. And l( you don't llntl It—well, 
keep looking for It till we got back 
and I'll give you n hundred apiece 
anyway—keep wagons off and all 
that." 

"But you’ll have an early dinner be- 
fore you go?' urged Wheeler. "We 
can throw something together In a 
Jiff>. Joe'll be back by that time." 

Dwyer shook his head. "Thank you 
very milch, but well Just wash up 
and so un. We have lunch with us. 
Thu road, wc hear. Is very slow and 
sandy, und we want lo be on llmo. 
Coma. Robert." 

The car drew up before the store. 
Spud leaned ovor the rail. 

“Find It?" 

"No," said Wheeler. ''They'™ go¬ 
ing on. This way. genllemon." 

He ushered hla guests In. with a 
black look for the young couple us ho 
I Missed. Ho came buck out at once. 

"What's all this? Gertie, go In the 
houso this minute and start dinner. 
Spud! You're a triOla' scoundrel. 

Where* Joel* : . .. . 


what we'd lost, and I up and told him 
before I thought. He come on down 
and It wasn't fifteen minutes before 
he found It." 

“Shucks! That's loo bad. I was 
In hopes you or Joc'd get It." 

Wheelers eyelid fluttered on his 
cheek. "We ain't complaining any, 
Joe and me. Wc let him think It wits 
ours und wc dug up #1100 and sent him 
biking up the road." 

"You're the schumrrs," nald Spurt, 
admiringly. "Where's Joe?' 

“He's gone on home. Huffy. Joe 
Is—huffy at you. Eight hundred and 
twenty dollars—pretty good morning's 
work. 1 think. You'd Just us well have 
been tn on It." 

"Only eight hundred. Isn't It?' 

"They paid us twenty In advance. 
Spud." said Wheeler triumphantly: 
"you see now why I don't raako you 
welcome here. Whilst you was phil¬ 
anderin' around Joe. was on the Job. 

"But I'm not huffy." objected Spud, 
placidly, “and Joe Is." 

ThatwU be other days for Joe. 


Most train lime. Spud—So long! I'm 
going to fell Gertie tho good aew»." 

“Oh. t heard nbout It all right, 
pupa," snhl Gertie, tripping demurely 
through the corral gate. "Congratu¬ 
lations! Ill expect a new dress." 

Wheeler gave the pair n withering 
look. “Spud Wallis," he said, "go flag 
that train! Thcre'U t>c no little ten¬ 
der purling*, please." 

"Wo thought of that," said Gertie, 
blushing and laughing. "Goodby, 
Spud—again!" 

"Goodtiy, Gertie—again! There's the 
train," said Spud. “Come on." 

Spud waved his hat back and forth 
across the track. The engine whis¬ 
tled twice In acknowledgment. 

"Oh, I wanted to tell you. No uae 
for you to try to buy that place of 
Montoya's boy," snhl Hpud as the train 
slowed up. Spud swung on tho smoker 
step, “Home one bought It n mus"* 
sgo." * 

The fraln gathered headway. 
Wheeler ran alongside, red faced, und 
shouted up to Hpud. 

"Who bought it?' 

Hpud looked down at him 'wim-vti- 
lently. 

"I did." he said. 

T HE wagon roa.l r.m braille t^ 
track across the Henrt. Bpi 
was |-rutHied, where the ilv 
ert road loft the river, to o* 
serve a touring ear tolling up the 
sundv slope that led to the desert. 

At Rincon, Spud hunted up Charlie 
Simpnon, his particular crony. When 
the train started again, both were 
pasHcngers. Hlmpaon carried n long 
repeating rifle tucked under his arm. 

At Rincon llte railroad leaves the 
river, climbs painfully up Lookout 
lllll, and strikes across Hie desert. 
Hpud go! off nt Hess, the second sid¬ 
ing; Simpson waved Joyirus farewell 
from the car window. 

The Tumble-Tee wagon was In pin 
sight on the mesa beyond Lookrn 
Draw; a great dual rose from II. 
cutting-ground beyond. Hpud set ou 
fur a two.inllc walk lo the wagon. 

Where the nisi curve of the ron- 
hid them from Wheeler's. #Messrt 
Dwyer and Whalen drove the ear un 
dor nn overhanging cottonwood an 
halted. They opened the toolbox ar 
laid the tools on the running hoard 
businesslike fashion: but they spreav. 
robes out in the shade and composed 
themselves for a peaceful sleep. 

Long afterward a man on foot come 
up tho railroad track through tho 
qiuv.-rlng heat. Hn was roughly clad 
and bore a little bundle on a stick, 
Ho clambered down the embankment 
and ihriist a coarsely shod, plchelnn 
foot into Mr Whalen's immaculate 
ribs. 

"Wake iii> he said gruffly, “aiC 
pay lor yom night's lodgin'!" w 
Whalen sin up and rubbed Ills eyes. 
"t'Kh unb- mill! he out hi. "Well. 
iiiii. .lid the lucks come through?' 

"Two bundled- Hundred and eighty 
net.' sail Mill crossly. "I tried to 
rlh 'em up far more hut the young 
one made such .i sqiieil that I took 
whirl I roil'd get Come now, let's get 
out Of till*." 

Dwyer reiiu.v"i| the nimvlier plate. 
III. 11.17.'. anil substituted Ky. 11106. 
"M's Ju“t n« well." he Mud "We've 
worked thot gait for ill the train, 
will bear Twon't hi i ife Ip work >| 
again till we g. I ip In l ■ enn " 

T HEY were ., imur imur o'lm'dna 
I he mi in 11 slope in 11 is iivol of 
the desert. Then they en¬ 
joyed a Miiistiiniml luiiphe ut 
froth the hamper Mill opened ho- 
suitcase, shaved carefully, nnd atlir^j 
himself in Joyous apparel. 11 tn apoS 
rose accordingly. 

"Mloole!" he said, throwing the dls 
carded garments into 4 mosquito hush. 
“Home, Jeeius!" 

It was past mid-.afternoon when Ihov 
drew near to Hess. At the round-tip 
wagon, half a mile to the right, tho 
cook's tire blar.'M brightly; beyond IL 
a few riders he'd a bunch of cattle 
near the trampled round-up. The 
horse-herd unused beside the roiul 
guarded by a youthful wr.-ngf. 
seemingly nslrep In the saddle, A 
hundred yards further on the car 
ramc to the rim of Lookout Draw and 
turned down the steep and aandy 
slope 

Half-way down, mil threw the 
brakes and stopped the ear with a 
jnrk. "Wake up. you fellows! Look 
there, will you?" 

Down the slope from tho Point of 
Rook*, across the draw, aune a wild 
rider In a whirl of dust. Iteyond and 
a little behind him another horseman 
raced ut top Spued. He Was shouting 
ut the llrst man; he was forcin'; him 
obliquely along toward the ear. Heot- 
treed far behind, spira l In u si rug 
glint fun across the draw, a daxan 
cowboys i * id. ftn liitiHlv after. A .veil 
cMIlio from heldlul. the ho wrangler 
franllciill) Urging In burse, ton- 
down to tin cu>' a tow headed boy 
widen Wilke now and pop-eyed with 
excitement. 

lie Ui-rcnim d; “Got a gun? < 

U gun?" 

“No—what's the matter?' 

The answer cam# In gasps. “Train 
robber!_ BUI Fanky! Ten thousand 
dollars reward! If I only had a rifle!" 
The wrangler whirled back toward ths 
chuck wagunn. "Go to tho station— 
telegraph!" He shouted buck over his 
shoulder. 

“Qo to tbs station, beyt" tsar ad 
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Whalen. "In front of that scrap? I 
guess not! Can yon .turn around In 
thla Band. Bit!? Lord! Look! Umkl" 

The tlrat pursuer gained on tbo fu¬ 
gitive. -He waa reloading hie re¬ 
volver aa he passed from sight behind 
a little ridge. The outlaw *w«*vcd to 
meet- him. The purauer Itaahed Into 
the A>p*n, atll] loading hla gun; the 
ouikift closed In, ahootlng. He Bred 
ones—twice—three tlmea; the lucklssa 
cowboy clutched at the saddle horn, 
fell over along the horse's neck, hung 
for a second and rolled oft in the deep 
amid. 

Yells of wl'd rage, a popping of 
guns filled the air. Unheeding, the 
asanutn rode close to ths body and 
deliberately find again—once—twice. 
Mullets puffed the sand about him. but 
he swooped down from his saddle, 
crime up with ths gun of his fallen 
foe. turned and thundered across to 
the cur lie leaped off, lie scramblod 
toward (ho car, gun In hand. 

"Hit her up" he commanded, jump¬ 
ing In “Give her all you got!" The 
ear leaped ferward. "Climb over In 
front, you little fellow!" 

The outlaw prodded Bill with a 
.run muzzle. "You'll have u* In the 
ditch! HU up, you. or I'll blow you 
lo Kingdom Cornel” 

I-'im Bill was trying to duck. Mr. 
Dwyer wua scrunched on the floor In 
front. Mr. Whalen, In the tonneau, 
was trying lo Bquecae himself between 
two suit cases. 

Thus admonished. Bill eat up. On 
the smooth road beyond the draw the 
car gathered speed and shot ahead 
with a roar; the elibta and ohouls 
grew fainter. 

As Ok- fleeing car lopped the first 
rloc, the avengers, with one accord, 
logged soberly buck In little groups 
of twos and I tiroes. 

Even more remarkable was the 
conduct ol Ihe murdered man. Ho 
brushed himself, rubbed the sand from 
Ills hair, took up hla sombrero, mount¬ 
ed hla burse, captured the loose horse 
left by Ills late assassin and led him 
to ramp. The horse wrangler rode 
out to meet him. 

"Spud Wullls, you red hellion," sold 
Hie horse-wrangler, "them fellows'll 
he nl the North Polo by sundown." 


I N the kldnnppcd car ronversatlou 
i.iligutahed. 

"Pull her up, son," advised the 
new passenger. “We've made our 
get-away. Just let her trundle along. 
There, that's better." 

Ho wus a |»iwcrful bulk of a man. 
great of body urn! hone; ho Oiled the 
eye. |o his left hand he ludd his 
enormous high-peaked Mexican som¬ 
brero of thick red fell, heavily braided 
mill silver; the other hand, carelessly 
holding the six-shooter, rested easily 
■ di his thigh. A massive head sat oa 
n bull-neck. Ills features were heavy 
hill not Ill-shaped: Ins mouth was 
tensed to a grim straight line; his 
mustache was black and long: his eyes 
were black and hard. Ids brows heavy 
and black. I hr thick tangle of hair 
Jet-Muck! his grest red-brown face 
was streaked willi sweat mid dust. 

He turned hts attention to Mr. Itob- 
r it Whulon. "What’s Iho mailer. 


lirotlur'.' Mol a chill?" 

Mi. Whalen picked up spirit 
"Grill Christoph' K C'ol"tlb'is!" 
lii* nliswrii d "I m m in I' ' 

t'liuilffciir Bill Pong a remark over 
In.' n u'd'r "Well, you uccdn'l pul 
mi nny high anj-mlrhly nlrs altout 
It—so a ni I " 


The robber laughed 

"I really ought to shake >ou fellows 
down for your change." he 'aid a polo, 
grthoilv. "hut I haven't tlw heart to 
do It. tin* way the play cotno. You 
done mo a good turn, and I'm grule- 
rul You Just carry me uloog till | 
get a horse and we'll call It square. 
Bill If you got any guns you'd belter 
dump cm overboard. Cans mado me 
nervous." 

"Shrimp's got one," said Bill. "Toss 

II out, Shrimp, as the gentlomaD tells 
you." 

Mr |»wycr produced a dainty iffule 

III silver and pearl. 

The outlaw gave a cry of delight. 

"till wlial a cunning little thing!" 
ho cooed "Don't throw it away. Mr. 
Shrimp. I'll sow it on my hat. No— 
I'll use it for a scarf pin." He thrust 
Ins own gun In tin holster and put the 
new one In his pocket. 'Now we'll 
go lung, all nice anil cosy.' he said. 

The Point of Bocks lay far behind; 
the railroad was close to the left. In 
the north. Lent sectlotS house, water 
tank and telegraph shark—grew Inrgs 
against the sky. They crossed Ihe 
rnllioad track and plowed through a 
stretch of sand, 


“H 


WPS up! stop tier!" 

Tvu feet away a ride 
barrel poked flora be¬ 
hind n washed out hank 
II was pul tiled nl Hill, but In a half 
scroiul II swum: lo colei the tonneau 


•'ll |t mill Bill Parky! Don't move 
a hand!" 

To steady himself In er asing the 
gully, Mr. Panky's hands Imd gripped 
st seal and stanchion He now rig¬ 
idly held that strained position. The 
car stopped ustrido the ditch. 

A man stepped cautiously from the 
washout—a Uttly man with a long 30- 
40 repeater. He looked very much In¬ 
deed like Mr. Clutrlle Simpson, lie 
held the muxzls of the long rifle with 
tn a foot of Mr. Panky's ribs. 

•Vul your bands on the baok of me 


front seat!" ho ordered. "Shut your 
eyes!" 

Mr. Panky did this. The lltUe man 
reached forward gingerly for Mr. 
Panky's six-shooter. Getting It, with 
s little audible safe of relief, he cocked 
It. backed off a step, and laid the rifle 
behind him. 

“Get out!" he said. "Keep them 
hands up! Turn around. Back out!" 

Panky meekly submitted while the 
little mnn frisked him for weapons. 

"What—In—hell—Is—tfllar said the 
little man. In a rising crescendo of 
astonishment, when he came to the 
little peart-handled gun. "Turn 
around. Bill, let's have a look at you!" 

“Why. It's old Hank!" said Mr. 
Panky. 

“Yes—It'a old Hank." Ths little 
man sat down on the bank. Ha bad a 
wizened, freckled face and a stubby 
red mustache, which now bristled to n 
snarl. "Old Hank—him you bullied 
and run over. and cheated out of his 


"Back out that car. you fttler. and 
turn her round." He reached back 
for tho rifle. 

"You can't do that Sim—simpleton." 
said Panky. "They'll send you to the 
pen ror that Lordsburg Job." 

“They'll let me off light, roe glvln' 
myself up and bringing you In." as¬ 
serted Hank confidently. "They want 
you BUI. You'll swing for that con¬ 
ductor you got. They’ll glee me two 
or three years at most—maybe a full 
pardon. And you'll be bung IIH you're 
dead—dead—daad I" 

"III glva you all ths money 1 got 
oaohed. Hank." 

"You'll give ms a ahot In the back. 
To hell with your money!" 

Panky wilted. He was trembling. 
Hs cringed. “Take me to Qrtndalona. 
than. Hank," be pleaded abjectly. 
"The Tumble-Tee outfit will lynch ms 
If you laks ms baok that way. I—I 
killed a mao down there this after¬ 
noon. Hank." 
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share on that Ixml-. urg money Well, 
well! What a Joyful surprise! I see 
this orterinohlle n-rnmlng, and thinks 
I'll just pick up a little piece of money 
—and here I got the drop on old Bill 
Panky, and 10.000 perfectly good dol¬ 
lars reward for him, olive or doad I 
hope this will utwn>s bo a lesson to 
us." 

Mr. Panky laughed uneasily. "You 
wouldn't do old BUI dirt like that, old 
fallow.'' 

“Yes. I would." said Hank, post 
lively. 

"I^tol a big hunch of money bid 
out. Hank— I'll whack up even with 
you—honest I will." 

"No. you won't. You want nebnoee 
to put me to bed erlth a shovel—that's 
what you want. Here's wh*re I get 
even with you, ror keeps. I'm getting 
old. Bill-and that ten thousand will 
sorter ease my declinin' years." 

"Maybe | was too rough on you." 
admitted Mr Panky "But I II make 
It up to you. You keep the guns. 
Hank--take what dougli this hunch 
haa. If you want It—we’ll get some 
horses and hit the brush for my 
hide-out." 

"You'll hll the back irsek for Dona 
A ns.'' retorted Hunk, ferociously 


"You did? Is that right, you lo 
lows"' Hank .inked. 

"Me did," said Whalen. "fold 
blooded. Shot him twice ufter lie 
was down We saw it Then he ni.ida 
us bring him up here. Dnn't you be 
afraid of us Were with you—wo 
take you in Ihe machine wheecver you 
want to go ' 

Hank surveyed the prisoner wit ti 
ferocious joy "That settb s >ou. I 
gel Ule reward Just the same—alive or 
dead And what's more. If you open 
your ugly head for Jual one more 
word. I'll kill you right now and here 
I menu il “ His fingers twitched along 
Hie rifle barrel. 

B Y Ibc car, Hie three partnts» 
had bean holding a whispered 
'inference Now Dwyer eaui- 
forward. He was very pale, 
bul Hie tight or greed was In his 
blinking eyas 

"Wait wait a minute." he falter, d 
••We want to make you a proposition. 
We happen lo have with ua a consid¬ 
erable sum In ready cssh. You 
couldn I very well rob us on your way 
lo toll Hie court you wanted lo re- 
form. But why should you go to I be 
ptolloghiiy! Why wouldn't you Imve 
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us pay you a good cash percentage 
right here, and lot us havo lbs re¬ 
ward. while you go froo?' 

“They might send you up for a long 
term, you know. You never own tall." 
urged Whalen. “Why vou might gel 
sick and die there." 

"How much?" Hank did not mart 
bis little glowing eyas from bis cap¬ 
tive. ”1 never did oare much for the 

penitentiary, nohow." 

Chauffeur Bill became the spokes¬ 
man. 

"Fifteen hundred dollars." 

"That I is lone pretty good. Coma 
again. You hadn't ought lo try to 
bold out on an old man that way." 
aald Hank sorrowfully. "I rot tha 
guns. Try once more." 

"We can scrape up a lltUe more, 
between ua," admitted Dwyer, reiuo- 
tantly. "Bul It will Isavo un bars. 
We nerd some expense money." 

"You give it here," returned Hank 
Implacably. "Expense money be 
blowedl Give me two thousand evsa, 
and It's a go. But you got lo go baok 
lbs way you cams. I’m goto' north 
—and I need room. Tbs boys woa'I 
lynch blip—not with you brlngln' hla 
In that way. They'll tako him lo 
Dona Ana for you. Thais my last 
word. Tako It or leave It." 

The money changed hands. Under 
Hunk's gun. Panky waa trussed up 
with snlt-oaas straps. Ills hands be¬ 
hind hla back, and wan urinated Into 
tho car. Then his ankles were 
strapped together. Whalen took the 
steering wheel with Dwyer beside him 
and the two Bills In the tonneau. Thd 
car turned back toward tho Point of 
Bocks: tyeblnd IL Hank climbed to tha 
railroad track and howled a truculent 
farewell. 

Mr. Panky chatted freely, mainly 
about Hunk. HU companions. being 
In high eplrtu, met these lively sallies 
wllh laughter and applauau. After a 
few miles, however. Mr. Panky lapsed 
to sulky silence. 

A COOL Ureuxe turned the 
wayside mcsqultea; a fair 
mountain notched black and 
sharp across ths red sua, the 
car cams again to Ixiokoul Draw. It 
chugged up the sandy slope. It turned 
across the plain to Hie chuck-wagon. 

A horseman trotted out to moet Ilia 
car, waving his arm. "Gee whlal 
Ain't you got no sense?" he oried la 
an angry voice. "Get away with that 
dovtl-wagnn. You'll stampede these 
rat Ho. Go 'way round. If you want to 
get lo camp." 

Whalen made a wide detour, driv¬ 
ing slowly ovrr Hie grass hummocks; 
dusk had fallen when lie reached the 
wagon. 

By the bright flro stood a battery 
of steaming Dutch ovens and pots and 
a vast kettle of coffee, sending out a 
savory InMinse; In Uic firelight, a 
broad, semi-circle of cowboys sut 
cross-legged, laughing and talking or 
busy with plate and knife and fork. 

"Hupper all ready, strangers! Come 
and get It!" 

Tho hall came from Cole, the fore¬ 
man. as Ihe car slopped 
"We've got your train rrrtrber!" 
rolled Whalen triumphantly. "Here's 
your Bill Panky." 

The semi-circle won! suddenly 
hushed and still, 

Cole rose and • one forward. 
“Dull)!'' h»- Hold hi.lllI!V "(looil for 
you! There's a big nvird offered 
(or him—Inn thousand. I think. 
You're Iti luck. Whered you get 
him?" 

“Another man captured him," ex¬ 
plained Whalin. modestly, "and turned 
him over t" us lo bring In." He lugged 
it the strap on Ihe r ipllve'e legs, "I’ll 
tell you about II later." 

He took Hi)' prisoner’s elbow. Bill 
.isslnllng from behind, and helped him 
lo Ihe ground Dwyer followed 

"Clash, ffiy feet are asleep," re¬ 
marked iho prisoner, in a vast silence. 
He shambled n slep Into the firelight. 
"Undo my arms, somebody.’' 

Colo unbuckled the strap; Ihe out¬ 
law hobbled straight to a tin [date 
and cup. Cole spoke In a pained and 
shocked voire, 

"Why this isn't Bill Panky Ttita 
la old Jim lleiidiieks. ami he Isn't 
waslli |20 a dozen to any one." 

"But he killed i man here!" 

Cole shook hl» head "W* was Juat 
playing moving picture cowboys." 

Whalen's heart stood still. Dwyer 
felt a cold falntorsa creeping over him 
and leaned heovil> against the mud¬ 
guard. "But our m money!" gurgled 
Dwyer. "All we had—gave It to (be 
man that caught him!" 

A drawling vole* roae from the fire. 
"Wlial anrt of a looking man? Little 
sawed-off runt, red ryes and brindled 
mustacho?" 

"Thai's him'" 

"Oh. It'a all right then!" aald the 
voice. "I told him to do that." Hpud 
Wallis. Uie speaker, roue and loitered 
over. "I’ll fake care of the monay. 
You just rniikr a little list of the rings 
you've lust lately Mr. Whalen—your 
poor old dad's rings Jot down Ihe 
names and amounts, near a* you re¬ 
member, and I'll fig It aH up for as 
far ua the motu-y hold* out." 

Bill stcpiied into the car and 

grasped the steering-wheel flrrnly 
"Home, Jerms!" ha said. 

Aad thus Hpud got Ihe girl! II 
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